This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized 
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the 
information in books and make it universally accessible. 

Google" books 

http://books.google.com 




1489 
240 0 




) ^ hr 0 ^ 




Digitized by Google 





Digitized by Google 




Digitized by Google 





STRIVING FOR THE MASTERY. 




STRIVING FOR THE 



MASTERY. 




Honturn: 

THE RELIGIOUS TRACT SOCIETY, 

56, PATERNOSTER ROW ; 65, ST. PAUL’S CHURCHYARD ; 
AND 164, PICCADILLY. 

MANCHESTER : IOO, CORPORATION STREET ; 
BRIGHTON: 31, WESTERN ROAD. 



Digitized by G le 




•rw^wn f rti i t 

tntWlK Bit OTHERS, PRINTERS, CHU.WORTH AND LONDON. 





CONTENTS. 



ELLEN'S TROUBLES ... . 

II. 



HER MISDEMEANOUR 



III. 



DELAYS IN TOWN 

IV. 

CONSEQUENCES ... 

V. 

THE DARKNESS DEEPENS 

VI. 

WAITING AND WATCHING . ... 

VII. 

HER REVENGE ... 



VIII. 



“ONE WORD MORE " 



PAGE 

•• 5 



24 

39 

So 

58 

70 



Digitized by Google 



Digitized by Google 



STRIVING FOR THE 
MASTERY. 



ELLEN’S TROUBLES. 

H he very worst-roofed house in the 
whole country was the thatcher’s 
own residence. Whilst the neigh- 
bours* roofs beneath his hands occasionally 
put on their new coats of golden yellow, 
which gradually wore into decent brown, 
Bryan McGarvey’s showed more green 
velvet than was commonly respectable. 
Mosses and lichens grew and flourished, 
and made it truly picturesque in the eyes 
of passers-by, who might be lovers either 
of nature or art, although to those who 
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looked for signs of industry and neatness 
it was simply disreputable. 

The reason was this. Bryan was an 
excellent workman, and sought after by all 
the country for miles round. He steadily 
earned a good week’s wages; and as he 
was a hale, hearty man, who never knew 
a day’s illness, and was able to take his 
place on the most exposed roof in the 
coldest weather without getting pain, ache, 
or soreness, he might have laid by a com- 
fortable sum to support his worthy wife 
and give his boys and girls a decent start 
in life. But — 

Oh, these “buts,” how sad they are! 
They are like a hidden stumbling-block 
lying in our path. As we go pleasantly, 
steadily forward in our cogitations, think- 
ing of what might have been, we suddenly 
come upon the stern “ but” which forces 
itself upon us with its determined truth- 
fulness, and sends our pleasing imagina- 
tions and hopes no one knows where. 

But there stood on both the roads lead- 
ing to the thatcher’s — equidistant about 
seven minutes’ walk, — two very comfort- 
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able well-to-do houses, or, I should say, 
one on each road. No sign of poverty or 
lack of industry about them. No slack 
or idleness in the work done there. No 
holiday was ever sought by the diligent 
owners, for on Sunday, when other places 
of business were closed for rest, and on 
holidays, when most people took their re- 
creation, the heads and assistants of these 
establishments were working their very 
hardest; and although closed shutters 
made an outward profession that a Sab- 
bath was being observed, a chink or a 
side or back window always let in light 
enough to show customers, both con- 
stant and casual, the way to their 
mouths. 

Nay, I am told that Parliament even 
had to interfere to prevent these indus- 
trious folk from overworking themselves, 
and made a law which obliged the police 
to go round and see that they were not 
slaving at their commercial interests 
at hours when their health demanded 
that they should be enjoying comfortable 
slumber. 



Digitized by Google 




8 STRIVING FOR THE MASTERY. 

The " hand of the diligent ” could be 
seen in every indication about these twin 
establishments, and amongst other duties 
which they never neglected was this : to 
watch every evening as Bryan McGarvey 
and other sociable neighbours were taking 
their leisurely way home from work, and 
ask them in to hear the latest news or 
take a look at the papers, and then fol- 
lowed a smoke and a gossip, which, with 
an oft-replenished porter-pot, or glass of 
something stronger, became so frequent 
an indulgence, that at length they could 
not live without it. 

Hence the dilapidated look of the only 
part of Bryan McGarvey's house which 
his thrifty wife could not put into repair; 
for she could not abide the scandal of 
sending for a stranger to do the work her 
husband could have done, if only he had 
not wasted his time at the public-house, 
and then, day after day, returned, light in 
pocket and heavy in heart, to sit moody 
and moping until sleep enabled him to cast 
off the stupor, and go next morning to the 
well-paid work he was so skilful in doing. 
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So Ellen worked and worked, and 
managed to dispense with the sum of 
money she might have laid by if Bryan 
could but put on an invisible cap, and 
give his decoyers the slip as he was coming 
home every day, or better still, if he could 
have said a steady “ no ” to their evil 
invitations. 

She had a little garden where she grew 
vegetables and kept bees; and several 
years she rented an orchard and sold the 
apples — a thing she could not have managed 
but for a trustworthy old woman, more 
a friend than servant, who in the apple 
season took up her abode in a hut in the 
comer of the orchard, and with “ Spry,” 
a shaggy terrier, defended the apple-trees 
from all assailants. By manifold ways 
and means, Mrs. McGarvey contrived to 
keep herself and family from want, and to 
give her children schooling. But her life 
of anxiety and hardship told upon her 
deep-lined countenance, and the neigh- 
bours could see she had a sorrow which 
seldom found an outlet in language. There 
was, however, a private relief, which Ellen 
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knew well and often resorted to, when, 
like Hannah, long long ago, she used to 
tell her trials with moving lips, but a 
silent voice, to One who could hear with- 
out words, and who, as He listened, sent 
help. 

II. 



HER MISDEMEANOUR. 



IWBMnb fine morning Mrs. McGarvey 
ISB | set off in her donkey-cart to the 
mSssmI market-town, taking as large a 
load of apples and vegetables as she could 
accommodate beside herself, in the hope 
of disposing of them. She had on her 
dark-blue cloak and her well-worn bonnet 
— no veil for Ellen McGarvey, or, if she 
could help it, for any child of hers. She 
was content to dress warmly and neatly, 
regardless of fashion and its changes. 

She thought a great deal as she jogged 
along of the changes and chances that 
had befallen her mortal life — of the bright 
and happy young days when her life was 
as clear and free from care as the blue 
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sky overhead now was of cloud ; then of 
her marriage with the man of her choice, 
and their prosperous beginning; then of 
the gradual growth of that evil which 
began first to turn her husband’s heart 
from her; and then the many sorrows 
which came fast and thick to burden 
her life. “ Still,” thought she, “ I am not 
without comfort, I thank God. There is 
a Hand that * holds my helm and guides 
my ship,’ and a Heart that can feel for 
me, and a Wisdom that can guide me, 
and a Love that can enrich me in the 
midst of my poverty;” and so on she 
continued considering Him in whom to 
find all that we need — when, all of a 
sudden, she was overtaken by the sound 
of wheels, and a loud voice shouting, 
“Hi up! out of the way there!” and, 
looking round, she recognised Mr. Melville 
Hamilton, her husband’s landlord, who, 
with a young gentleman, was going to 
the nearest railway-station. 

“ Is that you, Mrs. McGarvey ? Ah, 
yes, by the way (dismounting), those pigs 
of yours are the greatest nuisance in the 
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country. I have a great mind to summon 
you for trespass; they came into my 
plantation the other day and destroyed 
my young trees.” 

“Yes, sir, indeed. I was very sorry to 
find that the wind blew down the door of 
the pigsty the night of the storm, and my 
pigs got out ; but it won’t happen again.” 

“If it does ’twill be worse for you. 
(Aside to his companion) : There’s no 
standing these people; they turn their 
cattle out every night to trespass, and 
you never can get at the truth. Look 
here, Mrs. McGarvey, if your husband 
drank less ale and spent his time mending 
his pigsty-door and thatching your roof, 
’twould do no harm.” 

He did not look round, but in the 
moment as they walked away, it could 
be seen that the language and tone 
brought tears to the eyes of one who had 
trouble enough without getting a wound 
from an unkind tongue. He had touched 
poor Ellen’s sore spot, and exposed her 
sorrow in the rudest manner and most 
unfeeling tone. 
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There are people — not at all unamiable 
as a rule — who are called “excellent,” 
and “good-natured,” and valued in their 
circle of immediate friends, and who yet 
saunter through the world satisfied as 
long as all is right with themselves, and 
having no eyes for the wants and feelings 
of those whom they meet casually, and 
no conception of the truth that to each 
Christian whom God has awakened to 
a sense of His “ love unbounded,” He has 
given “ a fellowship with hearts to keep 
and cultivate.” If this heaven-born taste 
were implanted within us, how tender it 
would make us in our dealings with 
others. As a gardener who lifts the 
tender seedling, and holds it delicately, 
lest a rough handling should break it or 
bruise it, we should try to “restore” 
even those whom we blame, “ considering 
ourselves.” But the school of adversity 
is generally where this accomplishment is 
acquired, and in this the gentleman who 
has just whirled out of sight had never 
been educated. 

“Indeed, ’tis true for him,” sighed 
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Ellen, “ too true ; but sure I can't make 
matters better, except by praying with 
every wish of my heart that my poor 
man may be turned from his cruel deadly 
course. But if he would only say things 
of that kind to myself and not before the 
strange gentleman, I wouldn’t mind ; and 
still I oughtn’t to care for a trifle like 
that when I think of the mockings and 
scourgings of One who never could say 
He deserved them. Well, I will do as 
He did, commit myself to Him who 
judges rightly. He knows if I am to 
blame, and He can take the yoke off me, 
or help me to bear it ; and as long as I 
see His hand it does not feel so hard. 
It must have made David feel almost 
friendly to Shimei when he thought ‘ the 
Lord hath bidden him curse David ;’ not 
that I think God told Mr. Hamilton to 
say those harsh things to me, but He let 
him follow his own inclinations for His 
own purpose towards me, just as Jesus 
allowed the devils to enter the herd of 
swine and destroy them, not to encourage 
evil, but to make it carry out some pur- 
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pose which He saw good to effect. I 
wonder if there’s anything in me that 
I am nourishing and encouraging like a 
* herd of many swine,’ which is displeasing 
to God, and which He would like to 
banish out of my heart, even though I 
should suffer loss by it? Lord, by Thy 
Holy Spirit search me and try me, and 
see if there be any wicked way in me, 
and lead me in the way everlasting.” 

So thought Ellen as she drove along in 
her little rumbling cart. And as she cast 
these vexations upon the Lord, they grew 
wonderfully light, and her mind travelled 
on to her many heavier anxieties, and she 
committed these also to Him who was 
able to help her. At length she found 
that she had really come to her journey’s 
.end, and had arrived at the greengrocer’s 
where she always disposed of her com- 
modities. 

“You’re not a bit too soon, Mrs. 
McGarvey,” said a jovial-looking, red- 
faced little man, who looked like a walk- 
ing specimen of one of his own “ bloosh 
apples,” as he called them. 
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44 I’m heartily glad I’m welcome, Mr. 
Brady,” answered Ellen ; 44 what’ll be the 
price of the apples to-day?” 

44 Seven-and-sixpence for yours. The 
customers are all set upon getting them.” 
“ Well, thank God, I have a fine quantity 
of them to-day, and the few shillings they 
bring are much wanting to me.” 

44 How are things going on with you ?” 
asked the fruiterer, as they busily un- 
loaded. 

“Very middling, then. Himself is 
seldom at home till bedtime, any night, 
and when he comes ’tis no comfort to 
meet him and speak to him ; and then, 
the children seeing him come in dis- 
orderly, and whispering amongst them- 
selves how to get out of his way, for they 
don’t know which of them he’ll pitch on 
first to quarrel with. Oh, the misery 
drink brings with it ! ” 

44 The more’s the pity about your hus- 
band. I remember Bryan McGarvey_since 
we sat on the same bench at school, and 
a likelier hardier boy never lived, and fine 
warnings he woyld be porting now, if it 
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wasn’t for the public-house. Is there any 
chance at all he’d sign the pledge ? ” 

“ I was thinking I’d ask you, Mr. Brady, 
as you were always a good friend, to talk 
to him about it, and try if he would listen 
to you. Many’s the day the clergyman, 
spoke to him, but he puts his advice and 
woman’s talk all down together, as a thing 
he must endure, but he needn’t follow.” 

“ Poor fellow ! I remember when I was 
the same myself once ; I had no hold over 
myself ; I’d be very weak in my limbs and 
very strong in my resolution in the morning, 
and promise myself I’d never again darken 
the door of the public-house ; and in the 
evening it would be all the same as yester- 
day. How I ever broke the bands that 
held me is a problem ; but here I am, a 
sober man this day, which few can say 
who travelled as far as I did in the road 
to destruction.” 

“It gives me some heart to hear you 
say that, Mr. Brady. Sometimes the devil 
tempts me to stop praying for poor Bryan, 
and whispers that I might as well stop the 
course of the Ownajnore, as try to change 

i T 2 
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him. The more I pray, the harder he 
seems, and the more bent on his own 
devices.” 

“ Whatever you do, Mrs. McGarvey, 
don’t slacken in prayer. ’Twas the grace 
pf God, and under Him the kindness of 
as good an old friend as ever He sent to 
bless a ruined outcast, that saved me. 
Well I remember twenty-six years ago 
last December, a wet, drizzling day, that 
no one dared go out unless he couldn’t 
help it, a phaeton stopped here just where 
your cart is standing, and a lady got out 
and came inside the shop-door. 

“ * Is Mr. Brady at home ? ’ said she. 

. “ ‘ Yes, my lady,’ said I, for I recognised 
old Lady Denys (Sir Harry was alive, then). 
‘ Is it not a dreadful day for your ladyship 
to come to town ?’ 

. “ I could not but wonder what brought 
her to my house. It was not likely she 
would want cabbage or celery, and if she 
did she would not get out of her carriage 
to buy it. I had an uneasy feeling, some 
way, about her coming.” 

“ * Robert,’ said she, ‘ it is very serious 
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business that has brought me here, and 
I will come into your parlour while we 
settle it.’ 

“ ‘ You are welcome, my lady,* said I, 
my face getting redder, if possible, than 
usual, as I told her this fib. ‘ Shall I 
call my wife ? ’ 

“ ‘ No, I want to see you alone. You 
know, Robert/ she said, as we reached 
the parlour, ‘what a very great interest 
Sir Harry and I take in you for your good 
old father and mother’s sake, and so I am 
come to tell you how distressed we are to 
hear reports of your unsteady conduct.’ 

“‘They say a deal more than they ought, 
my lady.’ 

“ ‘Very likely/ answered she, ‘ a story 
never loses in the carriage ; but stripping 
it of all its embellishments, you cannot 
deny the facts, and one is that you have 
yielded to the temptations that beset you 
here, setting up in business and unac- 
customed to a town life, and now I am 
come to ask you to give them up, to defy 
them resolutely/ 

“ I stood speechless. I was angry and 
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surprised ; angry because some enemy had 
been vilifying me in the eyes of Sir Harry 
and Lady Denys ; surprised because she 
knew what I fancied, from the gradual 
growth of my intemperate habits, was 
hardly a fault, and was not noticed by 
lookers-on. 

“ * I sometimes take a drop/ said I, at 
last, 1 but I’m never drunk, and I’m not 
unsteady, if you compare me with other 
young men.’ 

“ * Robert,’ said she, 1 1 am not going 
to argue with you as to whether you are 
much or little to blame ; the same evil one 
who tempts you to sin, will try and make 
you deny it or explain it away. I have 
very little time to spare, but you will ac- 
knowledge that it was no hasty impulse 
nor trifling business that has brought me 
here such a day as this to speak to you. 
Will you allow my effort to be fruitless ? ’ 

“ i I am heartily thankful to your lady- 
ship,’ said I, ‘ and from this moment I 

promise you never to ’ 

“ * Stop ! * said Lady Denys. * Did you 
ever see a cat worrying a moilse, letting 
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it run a little, and then bringing it back 
with a stroke of her paw ? Suppose you 
heard that mouse solemnly promising to 
walk away from his tormentor at its own 
discretion, what would you say ? Well, 
you are just in its position : you are sold 
under the cruel power of one who is strong 
and armed to destroy you. He can let 
you reform a little, from time to time, to 
make you fancy you are an altered man, 
but he will bring you back again, and 
every relapse will leave you farther than 
ever from reformation : it will weaken and 
dispirit you, and end in despair.* 

“‘What can I do then?* asked I. 
4 Your ladyship condescends to come and 
advise me, and tell me my wretchedness, 
and then tell me I can do nothing to help 
myself. I hope I don’t offend, but it would 
be better to leave me as I am, than to 
come and expose my misery and leave me 
in it.* 

“‘No, Robert; there is a thing you 
can do — one way out of Giant Despair’s 
Dungeon. There is a Stronger than the 
strong man armed — One to whom, if you 
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give your hand and rest in His, no power 
on earth can touch your safety. Trust in 
yourself and your promised amendment, 
and you will be like the house on the 
sand ; but trust in Him and His strength, 
and you will find it a * strong tower,’ you 
can i run into it and be safe.’ I am come 
to bring you if I can to Him to-day. Will 
you come ? ’ 

“ I knew what she meant, and I almost 
unconsciously knelt down at the little 
square table. 

“ I assure you, Mrs. McGarvey, when I 
saw the old lady — the grandest of the grand 
— she that had lords and ladies for her 
brothers and sisters-in-law and nephews 
and nieces, with her great house and lands, 
and rooms that a common body like you 
or me would feel queer in till we were out 
of them again, just like a hedge-sparrow 
that got in by accident ; when I saw her 
kneel down at our black hair-seated 
sofa, with nothing but a bit of tarpaulin 
between her and the boards, and, above 
all, when I heard her pray for me just as 
if she was a sinner the very same as my- 

Digitized by Google 




HBR MISDEMEANOUR. 



23 



self, and ask the Lord for strength for me 
to overcome my enemy, and Himself to 
fight my battles, every bit of strength I 
ever had went out of me. I shall never 
forget that day as long as 1 have my 
senses.” 

“ * Now,’ said she, * Robert, we are told 
to “ watch and pray.” - ^nd we have prayed 
(and I trust we shall continue tc? do so) 
that you should not enter into temptation, 
but the watching is a thing we must not 
neglect; it is done- by taking every pre- 
caution ; will you sign the pledge ? ’ 

“ * I’m afraid, my lady,’ said I, ‘ ’twould 
be very public, and people would be talk- 
ing.’ 

“‘I’ll manage that for you,’ said she. 
‘Come out to Deny Hill next Sunday, 
and bring your wife to church. Sir Harry 
will ask the Rev. Mr. Sleamore to lunch, 
and he will let you take the pledge after- 
wards in the library.’ I promised — I did 
it ; and, Mrs. McGarvey, a drop of strong 
drink never moistened my lips from that 
day to this. ’Twasn’t that there was 
anything in the pledge that saved me, but 
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the lesson she taught me was learned too 
well. I saw my own weakness, and the 
more I fought against temptations (and 
many a one I have had) the more I saw 
that in the power of prayer and the cling- 
ing to my Saviour my ‘great strength 
lay.* And through the grace and power 
of His Holy Spirit, I hope to pursue my 
course.” 



III. 

DELAYS IN TOWN. 

E Ms the “vegetable man” (the title he 
H was generally known by) was tell- 
fil ing his experiences, Ellen listened 
with the deepest attention. She was just 
on the point of saying how thankful she 
would be if some kind friend were thus 
sent to rescue and help her poor husband, 
when the donkey, which had been standing 
with all the patience of his race — although 
in reality the story did not take many 
minutes — made a slight movement in order 
to investigate a cabbage-leaf which he had 
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just discovered lying very near him, and 
in so doing he attracted the attention of 
the two friends, who turned quickly round, 
discovering to their astonishment that they 
were not, as they supposed, alone. Quite 
close to them, leaning on the cart and 
drinking in their conversation with all the 
intelligence of a most inquisitive disposi- 
tion, stood Nancy Quirk, daughter to the 
publican who enjoyed the largest share 
of Bryan McGarvey’s patronage. 

She was got up in her Sunday costume : 
a magenta petticoat, over which was looped 
a bright blue “panier” of the material 
called “ coburg,” which being none of the 
finest, was already, after a few wearings, 
showing the natural results of its doing 
duty in the bar on the “ holy days ; ” a 
black velveteen jacket, scarlet and black 
necktie, a chain of beads, worthy of 
an Indian squaw; a head loaded with 
hair, real and artificial, done into a most 
fashionable mop, and crowned with a per- 
fect castle of grey velvet and lace, with a 
blue feather, and set off by a pair of mas- 
sive mock-turquoise earrings, disfigured a 



Digitized by Google 




36 STRIVING FOR THE MASTERY. 

figure which might have been called good- 
looking if only not degraded by such 
embellishments. 

“ Good-morning, Miss Nancy. Can I 
do anything for you, or is it a seat home 
with Mrs. McGarvey you’re looking for?” 

“ No, thank you ; the side car will be 
here in a minute, I’m waiting for it. But 
(with a mischievous twinkle), maybe I 
could take some message home for my 
neighbour, for I’m likely to see Mr. 
McGarvey before she does; if this is the 
rate she does her business at, I may as 
well tell him she won’t be home to-night, 
eh?” 

And she gave a chuckle which showed 
how very well satisfied she was with her 
successful eavesdropping. 

“ I have done my chief business,” said 
Ellen, quietly ; “ but , Mr. Brady and I 
have had a long talk, and one that has 
done me good ; however, it’s time for me 
now to be going my way.” 

“Oh! don’t mind me, Mrs. McGarvey 
— sorry to disturb you. I am sure none 
of us can get on without a little gossip, 
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sometimes; and you don’t favour us at 
home with much of your society, whatever 
you may do with the folks in town.” And 
Nancy put up her muff — a soiled grebe 
muff, which looked as if its moulting sea- 
son were at its height — to hide as grace- 
fully as might be a too-evident smile. 

But Ellen was in earnest, and her mind 
was too full to notice a childish frolic. So 
concluding her bargain with Mr. Brady, 
she hastened to lay out the little sum he 
handed her in household necessaries. 

We have not time to follow her into all 
the details of her day’s work, although 
she accomplished them quite as rapidly as 
I could write them ; but we will pick her 
up again just as we spy her walking fast 
down an unfrequented street, where all 
the houses look gloomy, and many are 
ornamented with embossed cards announ- 
cing “Lodgings,” which seem to have 
remained untouched many a day. 

Ellen stopped about midway down the 
street before a very narrow, gaunt-look- 
ing house, from which proceeded sounds 
of a jingling piano. Here she rang the 
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hall-door bell, apparently somewhat to 
the performer’s disturbance, for the polka 
stopped in the middle of a bar, and a slip- 
shod step came slowly downstairs and 
bore the owner to the door. 

“Oh! aunt, is it you?” said the tall, 
sickly-looking girl who opened it. 

“ How is your mother to day, Jemima?” 

“Middling, thank you; come up and 
see her.” 

“ I have brought some eggs, it is hard 
to get them new laid at this season, and a 
few apples, and the next day I hope to 
have vegetables, too,” said Ellen, laying 
down a good-sized basket, which she pro- 
duced from under her cloak. 

Jemima slowly showed her the way up- 
stairs, and ushered her into their reception 
room. 

In an arm-chair, near the fire, sat a 
faded woman of fifty or thereabouts, evi- 
dently an invalid; but dressed with an 
attempt at fashion and finery, which was 
painful to see. She was Bryan McGarvey’s 
sister, Mrs. Stephens, a “ leedy,” as she 
said herself, who had seen better days; 
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for in early days she had eloped with a 
kind of half-gentleman, who was too grand 
to engage in any business, too poor to live 
without some occupation, and too listless 
to find it. So after many years of genteel 
poverty, during which he kept up as much 
as possible the appearance he thought 
indispensable to a man of “credit and 
renown,” at the expense of comfort, and, 
alas! too often of honesty, he died, — not 
full of years, but of debts and embarrass- 
ments, leaving a sickly widow, to live and 
educate her daughter as became a “ leedy” 
on fifty pounds a year. 

The one consoling thought which seemed 
to support Mrs. Stephens in all her afflic- 
tion and bereavement was the conscious- 
ness of the position her husband’s family 
occupied as “ steetied gentry,” as she 
called them, from time immemorial, and 
the unconsciousness (sweet forgetfulness) 
of her own humble origin, as she tried to 
impress upon Jemima that the chief object 
of her life should be to remember she was 
a “young leedy” — to keep her hands soft, 
to play polkas, and crimp her hair. An^ 
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she succeeded in this, notwithstanding 
many amiable traits in Jemima’s cha- 
racter, which would have appeared if they 
had been called forth by intercourse with 
the practical world. 

The “drawing-room” door had hardly 
opened before Ellen perceived that her 
sister-in-law was entertaining a visitor; 
for she wore her best mid-day accent, 
which she generally put on with her best 
cap and false teeth when the duties of the 
toilet were fulfilled. Moreover, Ellen be- 
came aware, for she knew Mrs. Stephens’ 
little ways, that this was an occasion on 
which she should sink their mutual rela- 
tionship, and not betray too close an in- 
timacy. When by themselves no one 
could be more sisterly than Bryan’s sister 
was, and then she always laid aside her 
“ English,” and came out in her own old, 
homely tones, but now there was anxiety, 
which could not be concealed, lest her 
rural relation should offer her a kiss,. or 
some such familiarity. So before she 
could advance, Mrs. Stephens met her 
with, “Ahl Mrs. McGarvey, how dy'e 
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do? My friend, Mr. Harpur — Mrs. Me 
Garvey. Mr. Harpur was so kind as to 
come and see me. He is such a lover of 
music, he wanted to hear Miss Jemima 
play. Jemima, my love, play the ‘ Night- 
ingale Polka’ once more for Mr. Harpur.” 

So Jemima sat down and delightfully 
performed the piece which had been in- 
terrupted by her aunt’s arrival, while her 
mother listened in admiring delight, and 
Mr. Harpur fixed his great grey eyes 
(which surmounted a regular apron of 
sandy beard) on her pretty pale face, and 
with a huge hand, adorned with a huge 
ring, planted on each knee, seemed to listen 
with the ear of a musical connoisseur. 

“ A great treat, indeed ! I never heard 
better in London,” he exclaimed, when 
the final drum-drum-drum was trium- 
phantly executed. “ I reelly must be 
going now, but you’ll allow me to come 
again and hear Miss Jemima play, Mrs. 
Stephens?” 

“ Oh, yes, Mr. Harpur, you are always 
welcome ; it is a pleasure to Jemima to 
play for any musical friend. I only wish 
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(a deep sigh) Ah ! it’s no use going 

back to old times, but when I think of 
what I have been used to, it makes me 
quite depressed ; but reversions, you know 
” here her recollections quite over- 
powered her; but Ellen thought of the 
sad struggling life she had had trying to 
keep up an appearance they could not 
support, and by every contrivance inge- 
nuity could devise to spin out their yearly 
pittance, so as to keep her dear Stephens 
out of gaol. And it occurred to her that 
any reverses the widow may have had 
must have been for the better, and could 
not have been for the worse. Her thoughts, 
however, were diverted by her sister-in- 
law’s bouncing up (Mr. Harpur had just 
gone downstairs), and asking in an ago- 
nised whisper, “ Goodness, gracious ! 
Ellen, is your donkey-cart at the door?” 
The reception accent was cast off for the 
moment. 

“ No, Maria; I wouldn’t think of coming 
here in it. I left it in Bailey’s yard.” 

“ Now that’s what I call thoughtful. I 
don’t know what I would do if Mr. Harpur 
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saw you in it. He’s a sweet young man, 
such a thorough gentleman; and he ad- 
mires Jemima so much. I was afraid he 
would find out you were her aunt.” 

“ Oh, fie ! mamma,” said Jemima ; 
“ that’s uncivil.” 

“ Hold your tongue, miss ; as if I don’t 
know what becomes a lady.” 

“ I want to know,” said Ellen, ** if you 
will let Jemima come out to us for a week 
or two ? It will give her a colour to get 
the country air.” 

“ Well, not just at present ; I couldn’t 
spare her. You see Mr. Harpur is here 
now, and next week he is going away. It 
would never do for her to miss the chance 
of his being in town. He isn’t, you know, 
quite the alliance I might expect for Je- 
mima, for being only a younger son, he 
has got an appointment — a — a — mercantile 
appointment — in fact, he is travelling agent 
for a soft-goods warehouse; but he’s highly 
connected, and a most cultivated young 
man, quite one of ourselves. He has a 
cousin a clergyman, and his mother’s half- 
brother’s cousin was a baronet, so I feel 
3 
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my darling Jemima’s accomplishments will 
not be thrown away.” 

“Good-bye, Maria.” 

“ Good-bye, Ellen ; give my love to 
Bryan and the children, and thank you for 
coming, and for your thoughtfulness in not 
driving in the cart.” 

Ellen was not long in finding her way 
to the yard, where her donkey and cart 
awaited her. The shortest way lay through 
the hall of the inn to which the yard was 
attached, and where she was well known. 
As she passed through the house, and 
turned down a passage to which the bar 
formed an angle, she heard loud talking, 
and a man’s voice, which seemed strange 
and yet somehow familiar, saying — 

“ I tell you, Bowles, I don’t care a brass 
farthing for the girl, but I’ll soon make her 
care for me. She’s a pretty thing to look 
at, and one must have something to do in 
a deadly dull place like this. The old 
mother is a queer ’un. She’s in love with 
me herself, and she thinks I’m in love 
with Jemimy. She says she knows I’m 
a * connyshure ’ in music, and ’twasn’t my 
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place to contradict her, so I listened to the 
* Nightingale Polka ’ three times over, and 
that settled the matter for me ; I’m as good 
as accepted. You’ll come with me to* 
morrow, and we’ll have rare fun with the 
old goose.” 

“ Are you going to marry her, Tom ?” 

“ To be sure I am. I needn’t see more 
of them than I like; I can come and go 
according to my business engagements, 
and when I’m gone they’ll find it precious 
hard to catch me unless I choose.” 

This was the substance of Mr. Harpur’s 
speech, but I have related it in much more 
presentable form than that in which he 
delivered it. Ellen peeped in, to assure 
herself that the half-drunken tones were 
those of her niece’s supposed admirer, and 
there indeed sat Mr. Harpur and his fellow 
“ bagman,” drinking whisky with a free- 
dom that showed long familiarity. She 
was tempted to go on her way. It was no 
affair of hers. She never liked her sister- 
in-law ; they had nothing in common ; she 
could not abide her nonsensical ideas, and 
the manner in which she was bringing up 
3 * 
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her child. Moreover, the day was now 
far advanced ; it would be night before she 
could get home, and her husband would 
have returned; and then stole over her 
mind an uneasy feeling that something 
unpleasant was hanging over them between 
him and her; she would go home. But 
she had hardly crossed the yard towards 
her donkey and cart, when the words, 
“ Bear ye one another’s burdens,” came 
into her mind, and decided her. 

A few minutes* fast walking brought her 
again to the grim, gloomy house. This 
time the door was opened by a shagged 
kitchen drudge, who, to her relief, told her 
Miss Jemima was out, so she went up 
straight to the drawing-room. Mrs. Ste- 
phens was reading a greasy black novel 
with loose leaves, and a once bright yellow 
patch on the cover. The best cap was 
exchanged for an old black head-dress, 
with faded ribbon loops showered all over 
it; and the genteel accent was also laid 
aside, as if the bandbox were the safest 
place for it. 

“ Maria,” said Ellen, “ I have no time 



Digitized by Google 




DELAYS IN TOWN. 37 

to lose. Don’t have anything to say to 
that man.” 

“ What man ? and what on airth brings 
you back ? ” 

“That Mr. Harpur. I have seen him 
just now, and heard his talk. He drinks, 
Maria ; and oh, if you knew the miseries 
that drink brings to man and wife and 
children, nothing would tempt you to give 
your daughter to that man.” 

“ That gentleman , Ellen.” The accent 
came back. “ You forget who Mr. Harpur 
. is, and that he’s related to a bar’net.” 

“ If he were a lord, he’s a bad man, and 
lie never will love Jemima, whatever he 
says. I implore you, Maria, not to let 
him, or any one belonging to him, be 
coming about the house. I’m afraid I am 
speaking more harshly than I ought, but 
I thought no time should be lost in coming 
to warn you that you are deceived in this 
person. If I have hurt you, I beg your 
pardon indeed.” 

“ So you ought, for you are very rude 
and indelicate,” sobbed Mrs. Stephens ; 
“ coming to insult me and mine this way, 
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and calling our dear Mr. Harpur a ‘ man * 
and a ‘ person,’ a gentleman that has a 
crest on his ring nearly the size of a florin, 
that was left him by his great-grandfather 
— oh!— oh!” 

Whether it was the ring or the florin 
that Mr. Harpur enjoyed by the special 
bequeath of his great-grandfather, Ellen 
had not time to inquire, so she speedily 
departed. 

Poor Jemima was in sad dismay when 
she came in and found her “ ma ” in hys- 
terics, and heard the reason of the com- 
motion. It was some time before she 
could calm her down. And then they 
talked the matter over and over, and 
agreed that it was very officious and inter- 
fering of Ellen to put in her word at all, 
and that her sole motive must have been 
jealousy at the high match Jemima was 
going to make, knowing that she never 
could make ladies of her own girls. 

“ My dear,” added poor exhausted Mrs. 
Stephens, “we never can expect these 
lower orders to understand the little 
‘noicities ’ of society such as we move in.” 
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And then they rang up Cinderella, and 
desired her, if that person “from the 
country ” called again, to say that Mrs. 
and Miss Stephens were not at home. 

From that time Mr. Harpur, the 
commercial traveller, was made doubly 
welcome. 



IV. 

CONSEQUENCES. 

H he wind blew cold in Ellen’s face, 
as she guided her donkey home. 
Night closed in early, and it was 
very dark. She had to trust her donkey’s 
instinct to find the road. It was only by 
looking at the outline against the sky of 
the trees which surmounted a wall of rock, 
running along the road at the right hand 
side, that she could guess her exact where- 
abouts. At last she judged herself near 
home, for the donkey took a well-known 
turning to the right, leading to the flat, 
open, boggy country, part of which was 
Mr. Melville Hamilton’s estate. As she 
came to her journey’s end a figure came 
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out from a gateway leading into a field, 
and said softly, “Mother, is that you?’’ 
“ Yes, Corny.” 

“ I’m watching for you these two hours ; 
what keeps you so late ? ” 

“Many a thing delayed me. I’ll tell 
it all by-and-by.” 

“ Mother,” and Corny lowered his voice, 
“ don’t go inside to-night, I’m in dread of 
my life my father will kill you ; he’s there 
now, and something has angered him en- 
tirely; he’s as if he was mad talking to 
himself all the evening, and Nelly is 
crying till you’d pity her, she’s in such 
a fright ; she’s up in the loft now putting 
the children to bed.” 

“ Is your father drunk, Corny ? " 

“ He is and he isn’t. He isn’t drunker 
than he was on Monday ; but he’s often 
worse with the drink, without being so 
cross as he is to-night.” 

Ellen said nothing aloud, but she thought 
a great deal, and spoke in her heart things 
which were understood and listened to by 
the Searcher of hearts. 

“ Now, Corny,” said she, as she stopped 
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a few paces from the door, “take the 
donkey and mind these parcels.” 

“ Don’t go in, mother, ’tis as much as 
your life is worth.” 

“ I’m not afraid, my boy. God is able 

to deliver me, and if not ” 

She raised the latch and went in, closing 
the door gently behind her. 

There sat her husband, gazing at the 
fire, and evidently boiling with suppressed 
passion. In his right hand he held the 
stick he usually carried, and with whijh 
he occasionally knocked together the sods 
of turf burning before him. He thus 
greeted her: “So you’re there at last, 
are you ? ’Tis time for you to come back 
from town.” 

“ I had a good deal to do, Bryan.” 

“ You had so ; and you did a good deal 
more than you need. I’ll teach you to 
carry stories to the town about your hus- 
band, blackening his character. If you 
can’t live with me without carrying tales 
of me all over the country, you may go 
to your friend Brady, or any one else you 
like, for all I care.” 
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“ I never said anything, Bryan, that I 
would not like you to hear.” 

“ Why then, I wouldn’t like to hear all 
you said between you, if I’m to believe 
the talk that’s going on this minute over 
there at Quirk’s. ’Tis a nice thing to 
have you and me, and that canting sneak 
of a Bob Brady, the laughing-stock of all 
the boys and girls in the place. What 
about the old lady that made him go down 
on his knees, the piping hypocrite ? They 
say you and he are going to convert me 
between you, but I’ll convert you first, so 
I will. Take that 1 ” and with main force he 
laid his blackthorn across her shoulders. 

Ellen staggered and fell against the wall, 
but he picked her up, and leading her half- 
stunned to the door, said, “ Walk out now, 
and never darken this door again till I tell 
you.” 

“ Oh, Bryan — the children ? ” 

“ Leave the children to me. Nancy 
Quirk will mind them well.” 

So saying, he slammed the door and 
turned the key. 

Ellen sank down on the outside door- 
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step, almost unconscious. But in time 
she began to recover herself, and then, 
slowly, and with much effort, raising her- 
self, she groped along what was called the 
“ Bog- road.” She was soon opposite 

Quirk’s public-house, and there, leaning 
across the counter, in high laughter and 
talk, she could see Nancy, still entertaining 
her customers with an animated description 
of the vegetable man and his giving up 
drink, and of Ellen’s feelings with regard 
to her husband. Then shouts of laughter 
could be heard from the taproom where 
the little bit of gossip was being discussed, 
Bryan McGarvey having left it in a rage 
two hours before. 

Ellen had not gone far on the road when 
she heard Corny’s voice calling “ Mother 1 ” 
She waited until he came up. 

“ Oh, mother, what’s the matter ? and 
where are you going ? ’’ 

“ I’m going down to Bet Hanly’s.” 

*' Aren’t you coming home to-night? ” 

“ No, Corny. I’m not coming home till 
your father gives me leave.” 

“ Then I’ll not go home, mother, I’d 
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never stay there without you. Come back, 
mother darling.” 

“ Hush, Corny. Look here, my son, 
you and Nelly are the only comfort left 
me now in the world, and if you are good 
and obedient, and love God and your 
mother, I’ll never be without comfort; 
but don’t make my miseries tenfold by 
saying and doing what is wrong. Go 
home, Corny, and do what you can to help 
Nelly to mjnd the house and children. 
She will have a hard struggle, but it won’t 
be worse than if I was dead, and thanks 
be to God my life is spared. Knock at 
the door there, Corny, for I feel weak.” 

Bet Hanly was the good old woman 
who always minded the orchard for Ellen. 
She had a wee cabin at the cross-road, 
which ran almost through the bog. All 
the angles formed ponds of water, and on 
the edge of one of these stood Bet’s cot- 
tage. It was a tiny place, as neat and 
clean as could be ; it held a stool for her- 
self and a chair for a visitor (for Bet was 
hospitable in her own way), a clean bed 
with a ^vhite quilt, and a nice little dres- 
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ser, with many treasures of delft ranged 
there for “ ornament and use.” Pictures, 
coloured and plain, were pasted over the 
whole walls, and every detail showed a 
care and neatness not always seen in an 
Irish cabin. It was wonderful how old 
Bet escaped being crippled with rheuma- 
tism in so damp an abode, but she was 
almost as well able to dance a jig as any 
girl at the cross-roads on a summer’s even- 
ing,' although in the corner of her house 
was a flat stone which she often had to lift 
to bale out the water which welled up there. 

Bet had just lain down to sleep, for she 
always went to bed when it got dark, and 
saved her bit of candle for the next morn- 
ing’s work. She had got into her first 
slumber, when she heard a knock at the 
door. At first she thought it was some 
drunken man going home from a fair, but 
as it went on, she got up and opened a 
chink to look out. 

“ Who are you at all, and what do you 
want at this hour of the night, calling a 
poor lone woman out of her bed ?” 

“ It’s I, Ellen McGarvey. Will you 
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let me in, Bet, and give me a night’s 
lodging.” 

“ Mercy on us ! ” cried Bet, “ ’tis the 
misthris herself, and she as cold as snow 
and as weak as a baby, out on the road 
in the dark. Come in, ma’am, to be sure, 
and take what I have; ’tis you that are 
welcome if ’twas a palace.” 

She hastened to put on her clothe* 
while Corny settled the chair at the fire 
for his mother. Ellen was hardly seated, 
when the fatigue of a long day, without a 
meal, and the excitement and pain she 
had just gone through, proved too much for 
her. She made convulsive efforts to un- 
fasten her bonnet and cloak, and then 
sank back insensible. Corny was terribly 
frightened, for he had never seen any one 
faint, but old Bet saw how matters stood, 
and did not lose her presence of mind. 
She spread her own shawl on the ground, 
and said — 

“ Here now, Corny, lay her down. 
There isn’t a ha’porth on her, poor thing ; 
she’ll be well in a minute; loosen her 
clothes — there now.” 
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Then, going to her supply of water in 
the corner, she raised the stone and filled 
a cup with water, which she dashed in 
Ellen’s face. Then she tried a burnt 
feather, and while Corny hung in an agony, 
of suspense over his poor mother’s form, 
she chafed her hands and feet, encourag- 
ing him all the time by telling of the many 
times she had seen such cases, interspers- 
ing her remarks with “ Dear, dear, the poor 
thing; what was it at all brought her to 
this ? Oh, then, he’s the cruel man that 
let her out on foot such a night as this, 
she that has a right to be nurtured like a 
lady.” 

Meanwhile, Corny’s gare was firmly 
fixed on his mother’s face, and at length, 
after repeated rubbings and douchings, he 
exclaimed with delight, “ Look, Bet, look, 
her eyelids are moving !” Then came a 
sigh, a moan, a kind of gasp, and Ellen 
spoke and tried to sit up, but she had to 
lie still a little longer. With the first 
sign of returning consciousness, Bet set 
about preparing a resting-place for her 
visitor ; she shook up her bed, which was 
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as neat and clean as could be, and called 
Corny to help her to undress his mother 
and lift her into it, having first made pre- 
parations for a cup of coffee as soon as 
she should be settled. 

In about half an hour Ellen was almost 
as strong as before her fainting, and hav- 
ing taken the coffee which Bet had made, 
and laid down quietly for the night, she 
said, “Now, Corny, give me one comfort- 
ing thought that I may sleep this night in 
gratitude to the Lord for all His tender 
mercies to me.” 

“What can I do for you, mother ?” 

“ Say the twenty-third Psalm for me.” 
Corny repeated it slowly. 

“ That’s my own boy,” said Ellen, kiss- 
ing him affectionately. “ Go home now 
to Nelly, and tell her not to fret, but to 
keep up her heart and do what she can for 
the children. Tell her I’m very well now, 
and comfortable. I have a peace in my 
heart which the world and the things in it 
can neither give nor take away ; it is, I 
hope, the peace that Christ gives to His 
people. Tell her to come to me in the 



Digitized by Google 




CONSEQUENCES. 



49 



morning, for I have a great deal to say to 
her; and above all promise me, for your- 
self and her, that you will be kind to your 
father, and make him as happy and com- 
fortable as you can. Make his home 
cheerful, and coax him by your love and 
goodness to stay there as much as possible, 
and keep away from the public-house. 
Corny, promise me.” 

“ Mother,” said Corny, “ I hate my 
father, and I can’t bear to see him.’* 

“ Do you hate me, my boy ?” 

“ No; I love you with all my heart, and 
that’s why I hate him, for he has no right 
to treat you this way.” 

“ Well, Corny, if you really love me, 
you will love him. I love your father 
with all my heart. It is not himself that 
is there when he acts as he did to-night, 
it is the devil who has power over him ; 
he is like a prisoner — a victim who has no 
power over himself. We should not hate 
him, but pray for him, and be sorry for 
him, as we would for one who doesn’t 
know what he’s doing. Promise me, 
Corny, that you will try and do this, and 
4 
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act towards your father as I would if I 
were there myself.” 

“ I promise you, mother, I’ll try.” 

“ Good-night, my boy. God bless you 
all.” 



V. 



THE DARKNESS DEEPENS. 

H lthough Ellen intended to sleep 
that night as soon as she had in- 
duced old Bet to get into bed 
beside her, she found little rest. She was 
feverish, and disturbed by miserable dreams, 
so that in the morning she was too weak 
and stiff and bruised to get up. 

As soon as the children had got their 
breakfast and gone to school, Nelly came 
to her mother, and pitiful were her lamen- 
tations over the state of affairs. 

“Oh, mother! what shall I ever do 
without you ? My father is out now, and 
he won’t be home ’till he comes in drunk, 
to-night. Come home to us, mother. 
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dear, and you can slip away again at night- 
fall.” • 

“ I would be teaching you a bad lesson, 
Nelly, darling, if I didn’t teach you obe- 
dience. ’Tis my duty to do as your father . 
bids, and ’tis yours to obey in both. I will 
pray day and night that your father’s mind 
may be changed towards me, but till he 
gives me leave to come home, ’tis the will 
of God that I should stay here, and not be 
with you. ’Tis a hard trial, surely, but I 
thank God I am spared to advise you, and 
maybe God will see fit some day to bring 
me home in peace.” 

“Mother, if my father said I should 
not see you at all, would you obey him ? ” 

“ But God forbid that I should have 
that sorrow. Did he say anything 
about it ? ” 

“No; he didn’t speak a word at all. 
He took his hat, sullen-like, and took no 
more notice of us before he went out than 
if we were not in the world.” 

“ Did he eat his breakfast ?” 

“No; I think he must have gone to 
the public-house.” 

4 * 
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“ Poor man ! poor man ! it’s he that has 
the heavy heart. How true it is that the 
heart at enmity with God cannot enjoy 
peace. May the good Lord renew and 
. convert his heart by His Almighty grace. 
Nelly, every morning you must have break- 
fast laid the same as if I were there. 
And get your father’s bread and boiled milk 
the way he likes it, to tempt him. Be sure 
you don’t let it get smoked or burnt. Then, 
before the children go to school, call them 
and Corny, and have prayers just as when 
I am at home. Go on reading where I 
stopped — it was the tenth of Mark the 
last day — and then pray, and never forget 
to ask that your father’s heart may be 
changed by the Holy Spirit of God, and 
that I may come home.” 

“I don’t think I could pray, mother, 
like you.” 

“Try, darling, and when you find you 
can’t, come and let me know.” 

“ How long will you stay away ? ” 

“ As long as God pleases. * He is His 
own interpreter, and He will make it 
plain.’ ” 
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“ Mother, how are we to live ?” 

“ I have been thinking of that. You 
must not go to school any more, for you’ll 
be wanting at home. Old Bet will go 
over to you every day and help you in the 
house-work, she will mind the orchard, 
too. I have enough saved from the 
apples to pay the rent this turn, and pay 
Bet something for living with her. I’ll 
do her work here if she does my work at 
home. And I’ll keep all we make of the 
orchard to support ourselves. You must 
tiy and get something weekly from your 
father to keep the house going; maybe 
now he’d save it, as he has it depending 
on him.” 

Then Ellen took from round her neck 
the key of her green wooden chest, and 
desired Nelly to choose two pairs of sheets 
and sundry articles of clothing which she 
required, and send them later to her in the 
day by little Maggie and Joe. And, finally 
impressing upon her the necessity for 
carefulness and energy in providing for 
the now motherless family, she sent her 
home to her charge. 



Digitized by Google 




54 STRIVING FOR THE MASTERY. 

It was a miserable Christmas in the 
thatcher’s home that winter. No Christ- 
mas candle was lighted, no holly and ivy 
stuck into the dresser and hen-coop ; but 
Ellen insisted that her husband’s pudding 
should be made as usual, and actually 
mixed it herself, and sent it home to 
Nelly to boil; and Bryan ate it in sullen 
silence, and asked no questions as to who 
his cook was. He seldom spoke now. 
He had quarrelled with the Quirks that 
first day that Nancy came home with her 
fatal story-telling, and now, although he 
kept up for the sake of his own obstinate 
decision an appearance of cordiality, he 
frequented their house less constantly. 
He was not so incessantly muddled as 
formerly; but he drank just as deeply, 
and came home often in a reeling con- 
dition. Somehow a fortunate idea took 
possession of his mind, without any special 
suggestion, that the support of his family 
depended upon him, and he had the pre- 
sence of mind to hand Nelly every week a 
sum of money, varying from seven shillings 
to ten, with which she always flew to her 
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mother for advice, as to how she should 
keep or expend. 

So Ellen’s little scrapings of orchard 
money went towards her own and Bet 
Hanly’s expenses, and she made them 
go far by her industrious needle, making 
and mending, turning and patching for 
any who could and would supply her with 
work. 

Her banishment, however, began to be 
very irksome. Often a great longing took 
possession of her to be once more in 
her home, amongst her children. Some- 
times she felt a horrid prompting, a kind 
of walking nightmare, which tempted her 
to wish that her husband were dead, that 
no further hindrance might exist between 
her and her children ; but with a great 
effort she would say, “ Get thee behind 
me, Satan,” and stamp out the wicked 
thought before it began to smoulder within. 
Once she was tempted to walk within 
sight of her dreary home, and then came 
the thought, “What if it should really be 
all my own fault, after all! He surely 
thrust me out in a drunken rage, but now. 
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maybe, he’s sorry. And yet men are 
proud, and won’t beg women’s pardon; 
perhaps if I begged his — I’ll try.” So she 
took her good old hostess into her con- 
fidence, and as they sat over the fire in 
the chimney comer, she said — 

11 Do you think himself would like me to 
go home to him ?” 

Bet turned round, shading her eyes with 
her hand and peering into Ellen’s face 
with a searching look, as if to read in it 
whether she were in her sober senses, or if 
sorrow had turned her head. 

“Like you Ho go home! is that what 
you say ? Why then, indeed he wouldn’t, 
nor like anything else that’s good. Would 
the evil one like to see an angel from 
heaven walking in to him ?” 

“ I’m thinking, Bet, I ought to go home 
and see if he’d let me stay.” 

“If you do, you’ll never come out of 
his house alive. Bryan McGarvey is a 
man of his word, and ’tis little thanks 
you’ll get from him for your humility.” 
“If I could be sure one way or the 
other that I was doing right.” 
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“ I’ll tell you what you’ll do. Tell 
Nelly to ask him some time that he’s 
sober, if she ever sees him so, and if there’s 
luck or grace in him he’ll tell the poor 
child that she’ll never be another night 
turning the key in the door of the house, 
and her mother at the wrong side of 
it.” 

This advice quieted Ellen’s misgivings, 
and on the next opportunity she prepared 
Nelly to apply the test to Bryan McGarvey. 
Now Nelly was in a constant panic ever 
since her mother had said that she would 
implicitly obey her father; lest he, in one 
of his vagaries, should forbid their precious 
intercourse, she dared not mention her 
mother’s name. It was a further trial, her 
having to put the question to him about 
her mother’s return ; but having had it 
hanging over her head for several days, 
she seized the opportunity one night, when 
he seemed a little like his old self. Jfle 
had just given her the weekly money, 
and looked somewhat good-humoured ; so 
Nelly, with one foot on the ladder which 
led to the loft where, under the battered 
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old roof, her and Maggie’s little bed was 
placed, ventured thus far — 

“Father, would you let my mother 
come back? She loves you very much, 
and is very, very unhappy. Do, dear 
father.” She half turned to look at him. 
He sat gazing at the fire, as Ellen had 
last seen him. He started; his counte- 
nance “ gathered blackness,” and he thun- 
dered out “ No !” 

Nelly hastened up the ladder. 



VI. 



WAITING AND WATCHING. 

riREE months went by, and four. 
Ellen waited and watched, and 
yet there was no change in her 
condition and prospects; still she hoped 
against hope. The Rector of the parish 
came to see her, and then he visited Bryan ; 
but with him his interview was most un- 
satisfactory; so nothing was effected. 
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One day Ellen sat knitting stockings 
for Corny, when she saw little Joe patter- 
ing along the Bog-road, beside a man in a 
frieze coat. 

“ Mother,” said he, “ this man wants to 
speak to you. I came to show him the 
way.” 

“ You’re welcome, sir,” said Ellen to 
the stranger. 

“I’m not so sure of that, ma’am,” 
answered the man, placing in her hand 
a paper ; “ but I’m obliged to you all 
the same.” 

And while Ellen put on her spectacles 
to look at the strange document, he was 
gone. It proved to be a summons to the 
Petty Sessions, on a charge of trespass ; 
but it was not until Joe had run for Corny 
that Ellen found out the why and where- 
fore. It seemed the pigstye door had 
never been mended, and Ellen, not having 
been on the spot, forgot all about Mr. 
Melville Hamilton’s prudent advice, so the 
pigs of late had taken several midnight 
rambles, which extended to that gentle- 
man’s plantation. 
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“Oh, Corny !” said Ellen, “I wonder 
you did not see to it. And I wonder why 
they did not summon your father instead 
of me.” 

It seemed indeed strange that Ellen 
should have been the one called upon to 
answer for irregularities of her household, 
but thus it happened. Mr. Melville Hamil- 
ton, with Grip, his terrier, set off one 
morning to walk through his farm and 
grounds, and, joined by Tomkinson, his 
steward, he made the circuit of his lawn 
and plantation. They were deep in dis- 
cussion about sundry changes and im- 
provements which Mr. Hamilton proposed 
making in his pleasure-grounds, when Grip 
suddenly cleared the fence, and set off in 
full cry after some object he discovered 
there. Mr. Hamilton stepped lightly up 
on the fence, and put his glass in his eye. 

“Just see what that is Grip has got, 
Tomkinson.” Two or three shapeless 
white things, indistinct to his short sight, 
were plunging in the distance. 

“ Pigs, sir; they are McGarvey’s pigs, 
I think.” 
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“ That’s too bad. Why, look here, 
Tomkinson, at the mischief they have 
been doing ; they have rooted up the whole 
of this plantation. Now mind you sum- 
mon Mrs. McGarvey without delay.” 

“ McGarvey I suppose you mean, sir ?” 
“ No ; Mrs. McGarvey, the wife. It’s a 
pity to summon him, for he’s always at 
work. He can’t be expected to look after 
his pigs ; but she has nothing else to do.” 
“ She doesn’t live at home now, sir.” 
“Why, how is that? Where is she 
gone ta ?” 

“ They say — but ’tis hard to know the 
truth of it, sir — that she offended him one 
day, and be turned her out. I hear things 
are going all wrong there ever since.” 
“Well, you may be sure she deserved 
it, Tomkinson. I never liked that Mrs. 
McGarvey. I met her on the road some 
months ago, and she drew her donkey in 
the very middle of the road, as if it was all 
her own. I nearly missed the train while 
I was shouting to her to keep to her own 
side. At all events it will teach her to 
look sharp for the future ; I remember I 
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cautioned her that very day about keeping 
in her pigs. Have her summoned at once ; 
do you hear ?” 

And so of course Tomkinson did. And 
moreover he told the whole conversation 
with his master to his wife, who told it 
improved and revised to her brother’s wife, 
who gave a third edition with embellish- 
ment to a neighbour, from whom Bet 
Hanly heard it one evening as she was 
coming home from the mill. In a fury, 
she returned to her cabin to tell Ellen 
what Mr. Hamilton had said about her, 
and found that she had already received 
the summons, and was prepared for the 
worst. Poor Ellen was very much hurt 
at hearing the opinions Mr. Hamilton had 
so warmly expressed about her ; and Bet 
having vented her rage in a jargon of 
Irish and English eloquence, set off to 
ask Mr. Black, the parish clerk (a very 
“ knowledgable ” man) to step down and 
give Mrs. McGarvey some advice as to 
what her course of conduct now should 
be, as she said to him, “a poor lone 
creature that hasn’t one to speak for her.” 
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Of course Mr. Black lost no time in 
coming to see Ellen. 

For thirty-five years he had read every 
Sundayin church in a deep nasal monotone. 
He never had changed his condition (that 
of bachelor), nor his habits, nor his resi- 
dence, within the memory of the neigh- 
bourhood. He never gave advice unasked, 
but in law, physic, or divinity, there was 
no such authority amongst the neighbours 
as Mr. Black. Moreover, wherever a 
clock was to be mended, a machine to be 
oiled, a tooth to be drawn, or a bone to 
be set, Mr. 'Black was the man for the 
occasion. But, as we have said, he never 
meddled with those who were given to 
change. Whatever coincided with his 
good old-fashioned, long-established views 
he could advise about and pronounce upon, 
but departure from the beaten track puz- 
zled and baffled him, and threw all his wits 
out of gear. 

So Mr. Black came down; and as he 
came he framed the course of advice which 
he thought it well to give Ellen. He 
sympathised entirely with her, and in his 
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own mind had reasoned out her case and 
turned it round and round ; however, she 
had never asked his direct advice, and he 
had never volunteered it. But now Bet 
Hanly had come for him, and conveyed to 
his mind the impression that Ellen had 
sent for him, so it behoved him to bring 
forth the result of his cogitations. With 
regard to her present dilemma he resolved 
(for it never occurred to him that she 
could demur to any of his advice), that 
she should consult Mr. Pettifog, the 
attorney in town, a wonderful man of the 
law, in whose hands no case ever was 
known to fail. He had a tongue which 
could accomplish anything he pleased for 
a friend or against a foe ; he should be at 
once “ retained.’' Mr. Pettifog would not 
fail to prove an alibi for the pigs, and then, 
when they were made out “not guilty,” 
he would take up Ellen's case and handle 
it in such a masterly manner that he 
would carry the court with him, and she 
should be greeted with acclamations of 
sympathy, and amidst the public enthu- 
siasm her persecutors and prosecutors 
would be nowhere. 
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All this Mr. Black arranged in his own 
mind, and when he came he laid his 
scheme before Ellen. But what was his 
dismay when, instead of receiving it with 
delight and submission, she shook .her 
head and said: “Thank you, Mr. Black; 
I am grateful indeed for you kind advice, 
but I will not go to Mr. Pettifog. I’ll take 
my chance.’* 

“ And what did you bring me here for 
if it wasn’t to advise you ? You send for 
me, and when I come here you have made 
up your mind without me.” 

“ I believe it was Bet, in her anxiety 
to help me, that went for you, Mr. 
Black, and indeed I am thankful to you, 
but ” 

“But you’ll lose your only chance; 
you’ll be fined as sure as you’re here. 
Now Mr. Pettifog would prove that your 
pigs weren’t straying at all, and then he’d 
expose your husband and show how you’re 
treated, and he’d cry down his credit 
everywhere, and shame him into receiving 
you.” 

“ That’s just what I don’t wish,” said 
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Ellen. “ In the first place the pigs did 
get out, Corny says, and ’twould be a lie 
to say they didn’t.” 

“ Why, Mrs. McGarvey, you’ll criminate 
yourself!” 

“ And isn’t it true, Mr. Black?” 

“ Yes, but you’re not bound to be 
bouncing out with the truth the minute 
you come into Court.” 

“I won’t have any lies told for me,” 
persisted Ellen, “ if ’twas to save my life. 
And then as for Bryan, I wouldn’t blacken 
him, poor fellow, for all the world could 
bestow on me.” 

“ Well, you’re a queer woman. Isn’t 
it he that’s blackening you ?” 

“God forgive him,” said Ellen. 

“ And how do you intend to get back to 
your home, as you say you’re so anxious 
to do?” 

“ However God pleases.” 

“ And are you going to wait for Him ? ” 
“ I am.” 

“ You’ll wait a long time then.” 

“ How do you know that, Mr. Black ?” 
“ I know that it’s nonsense to sit down 
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and expect God to do a thing, and to do 
nothing yourself.” 

“ That’s what you say, but He says the 
contrary: 1 Tarry thou the Lord’s leisure: 

be strong, and He shall ’ ” 

“ I know that ; it’s one of my verses,” 
said Mr. Black, repeating it with his 
accustomed church twang ; “ but what’s 
being * strong ? ’ ” 

Ellen smiled, for she could see that by 
being “his verse,” he meant that the 
reading it devolved upon him in church, 
but the meaning did not seem to have 
struck him. “We are told that some- 
times our strength is to sit still,” said 
she, “and I think that is my strength 
now. I have asked the Lord — and He 
will do it — to make things come right for 
me, and I must wait. He will some day 
open Bryan’s heart, and that is the only 
way I wish to open Bryan’s door.” 

“ I cannot comprehend it,” said Mr. 
Black ; then, after a few minutes* pause : 
“ And pray, Mrs. McGarvey, do you think 
that God listens to the few little words you 
can string together to ask Him for things V 9 
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“ I do indeed ; and, moreover, I think 
He hears my thoughts without my turning 
them into words at all. There is a lan- 
guage between Christ and His own people 
that sometimes I think words seem to 
hinder and interrupt more than anything 
else. I am a bad hand at explaining things, 
Mr. Black; but one day I was sitting there, 
outside the door knitting, when up came 
Spry, Bet Hanly’s dog. He wanted to 
get in to warm himself at the fire, so he 
made two springs at the half-door, but he 
couldn’t get over it, so he stopped con- 
sidering the door, and he fixed his eyes 
on my face. Whenever I looked up, he’d 
give a little gentle whine and look towards 
the door. He spoke plainer than I’m 
speaking to you : sometimes he’d give me 
a little stroke of his paw to make me 
mind him. Well, I thought I’d see 
whether he’d forget it, so I knitted on, 
and took no notice. But no, there were 
his two eyes fixed on my face, waiting and 
watching, saying, * I know you’ll do it ; 
you can’t help doing it.’ At last I could 
stand it no longer, I got up and opened 
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the door. That’s the way, now, that I am 
looking to God to open Bryan’s heart: 
I can’t do it, but He can and will, and so 
I’m waiting and watching.” 

“ I think you might do better than 
liken yourself to a dog, Mrs. McGarvey.” 
“ Our Saviour’s best words were spoken 
to her who likened herself to a dog : ‘ O 
woman, great is thy faith : be it unto thee 
even as thou wilt.’ I want no more than 
that.” 

As Mr. Black sauntered home with his 
hands under his coat-tails, and eyes on 
the ground, kicking a stone before him in 
an absent manner, he fell into a deep 
meditation, for the startling thought forced 
itself upon him that there was a subject 
upon which he was not the best-informed 
man in the world. 
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HER REVENGE. 



■JRBHE Court day came round, and 
I! Ellen duly presented herself. She 
Hl9l was very nervous, never before 
having been in a court of justice. Before 
she left home she threw Bet Hanly into 
a paroxysm of lamentation over her 
“elegant” cloth cloak, by requesting her 
to look upon it for the last time. Be it 
known to the reader that this word 
“ elegant” has a most comprehensive 
meaning in the mouths of Irish country- 
folk. It expresses size, warmth, durability, 
and other qualities. 

Ellen’s elegant cloak was condemned to 
be sacrificed. For she could not shut her 
eyes to the certain prospect of having to 
pay a penalty which must fall heavily on 
her little savings, so she resolved to raise 
thirty shillings on her cloak at the pawn- 
office, and spend ten on substituting for 
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it a coarse dark brown shawl which would 
still keep her decent looking. 

She was called upon to answer the 
charge brought against her, and pleaded 
guilty without extenuation, so the heaviest 
fine was imposed. To her utter astonish- 
ment, however, a friend whom) she recog- 
nised as Mr. Black stepped forward, and 
insisted, as a favour, upon being allowed 
to pay the .amount. 

“ Thank you, sir,” said she. afterwards, 
when they met outside, “ I did not expect 
this great kindness ; I hope to be able vOry 
soon to pay you this debt, but you have 
saved my cloak from the pawn-office, 
which is a great relief.” Great was Bet’s 
joy when the relief , was made known to 
her, and many the blessings she poured 
on good Mr. Black’s timely generosity. 

; We must now pass over a brig period 
in Ellen’s life, during which nothing par- 
ticular occurred. She saw the children 
every day, and managed her household 
after a fashion by deputy. Summer came 
and departed— Michaelmas fled by* The 
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apples were gathered and sold, and a 
twelvemonth (what a long, weary year it 
was!) of “watching and waiting” had 
nearly elapsed, when one evening she 
heard outside the cabin-door an altercation 
in loud whispers going on between Bet 
and some one whom she soon found out 
to be Nancy Quirk. 

“ I tell you,” said the latter, “ my father 
told me to call her and tell her to hurry 
up before he dies.” Ellen started and 
shivered. 

“ Why, then, let him die, and don’t be 
worriting her, poor soul,” answered Bet ; 
“’tis trouble enough he brought her; may 
it soon be ended ! ” 

“ What’s the matter Bet ? ” said Ellen, 
staggering to the door, “tell me quick, 
is it one of the children ? ” 

“ No, but Bryan McGarvey,” answered 
Nancy. “The ladder fell on him, and I 
don’t know but he’s killed entirely.” 

Indeed it was hard even for a doctor to 
say how terribly Bryan had been injured, 
for he lay insensible, bruised and shattered, 
on the kitchen floor at Quirk’s. 
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The heavy rain which had lately fallen 
was supposed to have loosened *the earth 
and stones of an embankment outside a 
neighbour’s house which he was employed 
in thatching. His ladder rested against 
a large stone which formed part of the 
embankment, but this accidentally gave 
way, and the ladder slipped hopelessly 
down into a steep hole. 

In vain Bryan clutched at the roof as 
he felt himself going down. If he had 
been sober some presence of mind might 
have saved him, but as it was his efforts 
only made things worse ; he contrived to 
twist himself on the ladder, so that it felj 
upon his right leg and crushed it most 
frightfully. 

We cannot describe Ellen’s feelings 
when she came to her husband, and still 
less when she crossed for the first time 
the threshold of her home, and felt herself 
again a wife and a mother. Bryan was 
alive, and she was with her children. 

When Bryan came to himself — he had 
been in an almost continuous faint until 
he was placed in his bed — he looked at 
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her first in a bewildered way, and then 
said, “ Wife, are you with me ? ” He used 
to call her “wife" in their young married 
days; then he cooled down to “Ellen," 
and latterly when he spoke he never 
called her by any name. 

“ I’m here, Bryan." 

“ Give me a drink of water.” 

This was their reconciliation. 

Happy days followed for Ellen. She 
had not much rest, but she had peace 
beyond what she could have asked or 
thought. She never left her husband’s 
side. He suffered tortures, but they were 
bodily, not mental. And what was the 
pain of seeing him thus prostrated to the 
misery of seeing him sin 1 Bryan was a 
changed man. His nature seemed changed. 
He was gentle and tractable, and every 
day showed Ellen that a work had begun 
within, which even in her most sanguine 
moments she had not hoped for. Mr. 
Black often came to see him, and to Ellen’s 
astonishment Bryan one day asked her 
if she would 6end a message to his old 
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schoolfellow Bob Brady, asking him to 
come out and pay him a visit. He came, 
and they had a long private talk, the par- 
ticulars of which she never inquired into. 
It was a joyful Christmas for the children. 
Corny and Nelly no longer felt terrified 
or afraid to speak to their father, and 
even in the midst of his pain the demon 
of ill-temper seemed to have departed. 

Months went by, and as the days length- 
ened Bryan left his bed, and was able 
to come to the kitchen fireplace. 

It was in the month of May that Ellen 
came one morning to her husband’s bed- 
side. She wanted to say something, but 
hesitated. 

“ Bryan,” said she at last, “ Nelly is 
growing a fine clever girl.” 

“That she is, indeed,” said Bryan, 
“ nearly as clever as yourself.” 

“And Corny is very strong,” added 
Ellen. 

“ He’s a fine lad. May he never be 
like his father ! ” sighed Bryan. 

“ What would you say,” said Ellen, 
“ if I left you with them for a month ? 
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They’d take the same care of you that I 
do myself.” 

“Wife, I couldn’t spare you,” said 
Bryan; “where do you want to go?” 

“ The way is this,” said Ellen. “ Poor 
Mr. Melville Hamilton came home last 
week from the Philipstown races very ill, 
and ’twas only yesterday Doctor Stoney 
found out he has a very bad kind of small- 
pox. They have sent in all directions for 
a nurse-tender, and can’t get one. They 
telegraphed to Dublin, but the hospitals 
are full of patients, and they can’t spare 
a nurse. I want you to let me go up and 
offer to take care of him.” 

A long pause followed. 

“ Wife, if I say no, will you go in spite 
of me ?” 

“ No, Bryan ; you must say Go, or I 
won’t move. But God has been very 
good to the two of us, and if He has 
called me to do this, ’tis little enough to 
do towards showing my gratitude.” 

“But if you took the sickness and 
died?” 

“ If He sends me, He can keep me ; my 
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life is in His hands, wherever I am. 
I hope I can say, ‘To live is Christ, and to 
die will be gain/ The Saviour whom I 
trust, and through whom my sins are 
forgiven, will do all things well.” 

“ Well, wife, I can’t spare you : you 
must not go. Put it out of your head, 
and get me my breakfast.” 

Ellen went off cheerfully and prepared 
her husband’s breakfast. When she came 
back to give it to him, he was reading his 
Testament. He looked disturbed and un- 
willing to talk, so she did not speak, but 
having settled his breakfast near him, 
and tenderly lifted him and pinned a 
shawl round his shoulders and raised his 
pillows, she was going away, when he 
said, pointing to a verse in the chapter 
before him, “ Read that.” 

She read — “ But he that loseth his life 
for My sake, the same shall find it.” 
“Ellen,” continued he, “I sent you 
away for twelve long months for my own 
wickedness, and now I can’t spare you 
for one month for the Saviour’s sake, who 
has had mercy on us. Go, in the name of 
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God, and do whatever He may put into 
your heart to do, for the poor young man 
maybe is on his death-bed.” 

“I'll go, Bryan.” 

In two hours more Ellen’s preparations 
were completed. She dressed herself in a 
cotton gown, and took some few neces- 
saries in her hand in a bundle. She sent 
Nelly down to Bet Hanly’s, her old 
quarters, with her second suit of clothes, 
for there she intended to perform quaran- 
tine before she should come home again, 
and having given directions for the man- 
agement of all in her absence, which she 
calculated would last a month, she started 
for the grand house of sickness. 

A drearier mansion could not be de- 
scribed. Ellen had been there before, but 
it was then full of company; every sight 
and sound betokened life and occupation ; 
to-day it was as a city of the dead. 
Blinds were down, windows were shut, 
all was silent, dark, and solitary. She 
thought it better not to startle the invalid 
by ringing the great hall-door bell, so she 
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went round the house by a walk which 
led to a side porch. Here she rang and 
knocked many times without getting an 
answer; and at last she summoned up 
courage to turn the handle and walk into 
the hall. Nobody seemed at home. She 
waited, and looked upstairs and through 
the passages, and almost meditated going 
away, when in one of the rooms on the 
right-hand side she heard some slight 
movement. She knocked in vain at the 
door, and at last ventured to put in her 
head. Ah old lady sat by the fire, before 
which a pair of sheets was hung to air; 
she did not turn round when Ellen en- 
tered, but Ellen recognised her as old 
Miss Skipton, who had been housekeeper 
in Mr. Hamilton's family until she had 
grown too deaf and blind and infirm for 
the post. She walked up to Miss Skipton’s 
chair, and touched her shoulder. With a 
great start she turned round and closely 
surveyed Ellen. 

“Who are you?” said she. “And 
where do you come from ? ” 

“I am Ellen McGarvey, ma’am — the 
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thatcher’s wife — and I live on the Bog-road. 
We heard that a nurse-tender was wanting 
for Mr. Hamilton, and I have come to say 
I would take care of him if I can be of 
any use.” 

This was the substance of Ellen’s ex- 
planation, but she had to call it out and 
change her words many times to make 
her hearer, if such the old lady could be 
called, understand. 

At last Miss Skipton seemed to compre- 
hend, and she said : “ Well, my dear, I never 
saw you before, but ’twas the Son of God 
that sent you here to-day in our distress. 
Here am I, a helpless old creature, and 
Fowler the butler, the only ones left in the 
house ; the servants all fled away as soon 
as they heard the name of the sickness : 
cook and housemaids, footmen and all are 
gone, and there isn’t one to do a hand’s 
turn for us. Fowler is up in the poor 
master’s room now, but I doubt if he’s 
any good there; I take it he’s a better 
hand at drawing corks than settling a 
sick man’s pillows. I’ll call him.” 

Miss Skipton rose heavily from her 
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chair with difficulty, so that Ellen had to 
go forward to help her; but she accom- 
plished the performance herself. 

“Thank you, my dear; you see I’m 
getting old — rheumatics and dropsy. I 
don’t know what I’m left alive for, but 
maybe ’tis better to have me here than 
nobody this sorrowful day.” 

She groped along the wall until she 
found a bell-rope, by which a loud peal 
rang upstairs. In a few minutes a quick 
creaking footstep was heard in the pas- 
sages overhead, and the next moment a 
little old man, with a bald head and a very 
red nose, came ambling into the room. 
“ Well, Miss Skipton ! what is it, ma’am, 
what is it ? I came as fast as I could ; I’m 
sure I don’t know how I’m to attend the 
two of you, only if the poor master doesn’t 
soon get a turn he won’t long be a burden 
to us.” This was of course a soliloquy, 
as Miss Skipton could not hear. 

She was aware, however, of Mr. Fowler’s 
presence, and before his speech was ended 
she began to introduce Ellen. 

“This young person, Mr. Fowler, has 
6 
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been kind enough to- ” Here she seemed 

to forget or misunderstand what Ellen 
had told her, so she herself finished the 
explanation. She was warmly welcomed 
by Mr. Fowler, who said he knew her 
husband. (Ellen feared their acquaintance 
must have been formed in the not very 
creditable circle who met at Quirk’s, but 
she did not allude to this.) He asked 
kindly for Bryan, and whether he knew 
anything of her accepting this post of 
danger, and having heard that she had 
come with his full consent, he asked her 
to follow him upstairs. 

The house to Ellen was ghostly in its 
grandeur; not a sound to be heard but 
Mr. Fowler’s creaky boots as he ambled 
through the passages and halls. He 
could not, even in the sad circumstances 
which surrounded them, and the presence 
of disease and sickness, perhaps unto 
death, forget that Ellen had never seen 
the house before, and must of course be 
greatly struck with its magnificence; so 
he made himself a kind of showman, and 
insisted on her walking through the draw- 
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ing- rooms, looking at the pictures, admir- 
ing the proportions of the dining-room, 
the painted ceiling in the hall, and the 
carved oak wainscoting in the library, 
while her thoughts were busy with the 
miserable owner of them all, who was 
probably lying on a bed of agony, unat- 
tended, compared with which in his 
present circumstances a stretcher in the 
workhouse Infirmary would have been 
luxury. After several hints that she 
thought they ought not to lose time in 
going to his master, Mr. Fowler, whr 
thought her a person of very mean percep- 
tions and deficient taste, in not having 
been much more impressed with all he 
had shown her, ushered Ellen into the 
sick room. 

The sight that met her was not over- 
drawn in her previous fancy. In a large 
curtained bed, surrounded with every con- 
trivance that money and art could devise 
for comfort and convenience, moaned the 
poor invalid. He did not know what was 
the matter, or who were with him. His 
face was one distorted mass of disease, 
6 d % z 9 6 by Google 
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and his eyes were blinded. Windows were 
shut, the fire was out, the bed, loaded with 
clothes (to say nothing of a grand silk 
quilted cover lined with down), kept up 
the fever that maddened him. 

Ellen remembered some of the precau- 
tions she had learned to guard against 
infection, but the heavy smell of sickness 
almost overcame her on coming out of the 
pure air. She had eaten a good meal 
before she left home, and now she took 
out of her little bag a bottle of vinegar 
and a sponge, with which she moistened 
her hands and face and damped her hand- 
kerchief. She drew back the curtains of 
the bed and opened the window-sash, 
closing the shutters to keep out the light; 
then, standing between the window and 
the bed, she noticed how uncomfortably 
the poor patient was lying ; she lightened 
his bed-clothes, and with Mr. Fowler’s 
help straightened his crumpled-up sheets ; 
she lifted him gently, as many a time she 
had done Bryan, and turned 'and beat up 
his burning pillows, and when all was 
done she sent Mr. Fowler for materials to 
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light the fire, while she washed her hands 
and face, to remove any danger from con- 
tact with the poisonous bed. 

Fortunately the doctors had not arrived 
when Ellen came, and she was able to get 
all these little things done before she 
heard their carriage crunching the gravel. 
They were surprised and delighted to find 
her there. 

“ His life depends on the care he gets, 
and he has been getting none,” said Doctor 
Stoney (it was he that attended Bryan). 
“ But how does McGarvey spare you ? ” 

“He’s getting on finely, sir, and the 
children know how to mind him as well 
as myself.” 

“ Well, give this poor fellow ” (a nod at 
the bed) “as good minding as you gave 
your husband, and you’ll have the saving 
of his life.” 

“ What do you think of him, doctor ?” 

" I don’t think anything. ’Tis as heavy 
a case as ever we saw, but as he was 
without any one to mind him, he couldn’t 
have lived ; now he has a chance.” 

Then the doctors told Ellen how they 

Digitized by CjOO^Ic 




86 STRIVING FOR THE MASTERY. 

had telegraphed for Mr. Hamilton’s mother 
and sister, who were on the Continent, but 
the shock was too much for the old lady, 
and she had been seized with paralysis on 
her way through London and could not 
come; “so now,” they added, “you are a 
kind of mistress of the house, and we leave 
everything in your hands; the old woman 
downstairs is childish, and Fowler is 
scarcely less so.” 

“ If I could have my old woman, Bet 
Hanly, here to attend me and go up and 
downstairs for me, I’d get on well enough, 
Doctor Stoney.” 

“A capital thought,” said the doctor, 
“we’ll call and send her up.” 

So the doctors w’ent away, leaving Ellen 
full directions as to how to manage the 
patient until their return. Bet Hanly 
came up, and Mr. Fowler built up a warm 
bed for her in Mr. Hamilton’s dressing- 
room, while Ellen’s resting-place was an 
easy chair by the side of his bed. 

There was little change for nearly a 
fortnight. Ellen sometimes went down 
to the housekeeper’s room for a change of 
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air ; but generally Bet was her messenger 
to and fro, and brought up her meals ; 
whenever Ellen left the room Bet watched. 
Every morning and evening, as Ellen looked 
at the face that ten days ago was a hand- 
some one, now a swollen mass of sores, 
she prayed that the sightless eyes might 
see again, and that the Sun of Righteous- 
ness might also rise with healing in His 
wings upon the darkened and sin-diseased 
soul, giving him to see his lost estate, and 
the way in which he could obtain for- 
giveness of sin through faith in Jesus 
Christ* 

At last the happy day came when the 
doctors pronounced the case hopeful. His 
pulse went down and fever abated, and 
soon the strange doctor’s attendance 
slackened, and even Doctor Stoney came 
more seldom. 

Before he could look at her Mr. Hamil- 
ton was anxious to know who it was 
that was always at his bedside watch- 
ing every stir, and attending to every 
want of his. Ellen told her name, and 
how she happened to be there* Often 
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they had long talks, when the patient was 
strong enough. 

u What are you doing, Mrs. McGar- 
vey?” 

“ Reading, sir.” 

“ Read it aloud.” 

And then she would read for her patient 
things out of the Bible, which were known 
to her so that they had become living 
realities, part of her very life, but of 
which he had before scarcely so much 
as heard. 

Any one who has had a dangerous ill- 
ness, shut out from all the world in a kind 
of solitary confinement, knows the value 
of a kind and faithful nurse; one who 
will talk and cheer the lonely hours, and 
keep silence and be still when rest is 
necessary. 

Mr. Hamilton deplored Ellen’s going 
away, as if he were losing an old friend. 
He would not hear of her going back to 
her family until she had spent a fortnight 
at the sea in comfortable lodgings, which 
he provided for her. 

14 1 cannot repay you, Mrs# McGarvey,” 
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he said one day, “ but I can never forget 
you.” 

And Ellen could see that he meant 
what he said, and that moment she was 
better paid than if he had given her a 
part of his estates. 

The penitence of Mr. Hamilton was 
ardently sincere, and even intense. It 
was a true godly sorrow. By the teaching 
of the Holy Spirit he saw himself con- 
demned by the law of God ; but turning 
to the Gospel he beheld God reconciling 
the world to Himself, through the media- 
tion of His Son. The truth that whoso- 
ever believeth in Christ, whatever his 
former course of life, should not perish, 
but obtain everlasting life, was applied 
with power ; and his future years showed 
that he had not received the grace of God 
in vain. Blessed affliction, that was the 
means of leading him to devote his life 
to the service of virtue and piety ! 
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VIII. 



b called a short time ago, as an 
old friend, to see the McGarveys. 
Bryan looked wonderfully well, 
although he never again can mount a 
ladder. 

He sits in the chimney-corner in winter, 
and at the house-door in summer. He 
makes baskets now, which is an amuse- 
ment to him. 

Corny and Nelly were not there. The 
former has been sent by Mr. Hamilton to 
Glasoeven agricultural school, and ha 
says, when his course is ended, he wiH 
take him into his own permanent employ- 
ment. Nelly was gone to live with Lady 
Maria, Mr. Hamilton’s mother, in London, 
and is as happy as the days are long. 

Mr. Melville Hamilton is a great deal 
away from home, but he never comes 
back that he does not visit Ellen, and 
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bring some? new device which he thinks 
would be a comfort to Bryan. He has 
had their house newly roofed, and is most 
thoughtful in his attention to them. 

While I was at the McGarveys, I 
noticed Maggie dragging about a great 
lump of a child, whose grey eyes and 
broad features contrasted very strongly 
with those of the mother whom it con- 
descended to notice, every now and then, 
in rather a troublesome manner. 

She was a pale, worn-out young woman, 
with bright hair and a mild, pretty face. 

She was evidently far gone into con- 
sumption, and her cough, as she sat in an 
easy chair opposite Bryan, came on in 
paroxysms which were most distressing. 

“ Who is that young woman ? ” we 
asked, as Ellen walked with me a bit of 
the way on the road home. 

“ Don’t you remember her ? ” said she, 
“our niece, poor Jemima Harpur. She 
isn’t long for this world, and has come to 
us to end her troubled life in quietness 
and peace.” 

Then Ellen told me Jemima’s history. 
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After the offence Ellen’s plain speaking 
had given Mrs, Stephens no communica- 
tion took place between them. Mr. Har- 
pur was made more of than ever, and his 
proposal accepted with delight. 

Poor Mrs. Stephens resorted to every 
known expedient to raise money for 
Jemima’s bridal dress, and she laid out 
the sum she contrived to scrape together 
in a most ridiculous manner: evening 
finery, lace pocket-handkerchief, and mock 
jewellery, she looked upon as the indis- 
pensables of a “leedy’s” outfit. The 
affair came off with as great a flourish 
as they could possibly accomplish. As 
the drudge said, in writing home to her 
mother, Miss Stephens “ was marred, and 
had a great wedin.” 

The mother insisted on their taking a 
honeymoon trip to Killarney, which soon 
cleared out their little balance. Then 
they returned to the genteel misery of 
the maternal home. 

Very soon Mrs. Stephens began to feel 
the unpleasantness of having a new mem- 
ber in their family circle whose irregular 
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mode of living was a constant drag upon 
their little resources. Mr. Harpur ate, 
drank, and was merry, so far as she could 
supply them, but if things were not quite 
equal to his ideas of comfort he made no 
hesitation about complaining, and went off 
to his old quarters at the inn — then he 
would come home at all hours very much 
the worse for his entertainment at the 
bar. 

The little ready money was rapidly 
exhausted, and Mrs. Stephens obliged to 
borrow in all directions and obtain credit 
wherever she could to maintain her house- 
hold, while she watched eagerly for the 
first instalment of the liberal allowance 
Mr. Harpur promised to make her. 
Jemima was instructed to throw out some 
gentle hints, which were received in any- 
thing but a dutiful manner, and did not 
evoke Mr. Harpur’s blessings on the estab- 
lishment ; but when she tremblingly told 
her mother, she said it was quite natural 
that a gentleman of Mr. Harpur’s rank in 
life should not understand the economy 
they were obliged to practise. Sometimes 
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Mr. Harpur went away for a time, varying, 
according to his commercial business, from 
three to ten days, and then returned to 
his new home. Still there was no sign 
of his promised contribution to the family 
sustentation fund. 

At length he announced his intention of 
making a more extended tour, saying his 
“house” expected their agents to do so 
twice in a year. Jemima waved her dear 
Harpur a tearful adieu as he arranged his 
professional portmanteaus and bags on an 
outside car, and tucked round his legs a 
showy railway rug on which a gigantic 
tiger was portrayed. She never saw him 
again. 

They waited in vain for his return. 
They wrote to the house in London for 
which he acted as agent, and received 
only a short note to say that Mr. Harpur 
had been dismissed, for gross negligence 
with regard to his employers’ interest, 
nine months previously. This must have 
been before their marriage, and he had 
been deceiving them ever since. 

Poor Mrs. Stephens never got over the 
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shock. Creditors pressed for payment, 
and she had an execution sale of her little 
property, and was forced to move with 
Jemima into a wretched lodging, where 
Ellen found them when she went to 
answer a note from Jemima, received soon 
after her return from the sea-side. 

The note was written in a pale, pointed, 
crowquill hand. 

" Dear Aunt, 

“ You were always kind to us. Will 
you forgive the past and visit us now ? 
You will find us on the third landing, 
42, Dale Street. 

“ Your affectionate Niece, 

“Jemima Harpur.” 

It was not in Ellen’s nature to refuse 
the request. 

Even on her death-bed Mrs. Stephens’s 
ruling passion was strong. She would 
not see her sister-in-law until her old 
false teeth were after a fashion adjusted, 
and the wreck of what was once her dress 
cap stuck upon her head, an old shaw* 
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pinned across her shot 'den, as she sat in 
bed propped up with pillows, with an 
imitation cameo brooch. 

She did not live long after this inter- 
view, but Ellen eased her troubled mind 
by promising to take poor declining 
Jemima home with her, and be a guardian 
to the baby who had entered life in these 
wretched circumstances. 

Ellen tells me that yesterday as Jemima 
was watching young Maggie playing with 
her child, she said : 

“Aunt, I do not wish Minnie to be 
brought up as a lady” 

“ My dear,” said her aunt, " she shall 
be my own child.” 

“That’s enough,” said Jemima; and 
she went to sleep. 
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Neatly bound, and, with few exceptions, illustrated 
with Engravings. Nearly all are to be had at 
TWO SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE, extra 
boards, gilt edges. 



The following are by the Author of “Jessica’s 
First Prayer.” Fcap. 8vo. Engravings. 

Enoch Roden's Training . 

Designed to rebuke a presumptuous confidence 
in Providence, rectify the mistakes of an unen- 
lightened mind, and encourage trustfulness in 
the ways and word of God. 



Fern's Hollow . 

A story of humble life, illustrating the power of 
faith in seasons of disappointment and loss, and 
the watchful care of God’s providence over those 
who fear him. The characters are sketched in a 
natural and vigorous manner. 



Pilgrim Street. 

It describes the homely life, the joys and sorrows, 
of a poor Manchester family ; and in the rescue 
from the streets, and from a life of vice and crime, 
of two outcast lads, shows how much good even 
the humblest may effect. 
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The Children of Cloverley . 

An interesting story, enforcing submission to God 
in all his ways, and obedience to his will from 
Christian principle. 

The Fishers of Derby Haven . 

A tale, whose scene of action is in the Isle of 
Man; it tells of the adventures and perils of 
fishermen, their habits of life, and is intended 
to illustrate the importance in the young main- 
taining a strict adherence to principle, and to 
consecrate their youth to Christ. 



The following are printed in Small Royal 
or i8mo, Illustrated with Engravings. 

Abel Grey . 

The history of a poor lad, led by the providence 
of God to associate with an aged Chnstian, and 
who was brought to a saving knowledge of the 
truth. 

Dora Hamilton ; or , Sunshine and 

Shade \ 

A tale of a merchant and his family who are re- 
duced from wealth to poverty. Their trials and 
sorrows, and the triumph of faith. 

Historical Tales for Young Protestants. 

From the ample records of church history these 
stories, connected with the rise and progress 
of scriptural Protestantism, have been selected. 
It is sought to fortify the minds of the yoirng 
against soul-destroying error, and of establishing 
them in those doctrines in the defence of which 
their forefathers suffered. 
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Helen Maurice ; or, the Daughter at 
Home . 

Portraying the affectionate solicitude and self- 
denying efforts of a daughter in sustaining a 
widowed mother. 

Life's Battle Lost and Won; or, Robert 
Joy's Victory . 

Tracing the career of a lad, easily led astray by 
evil companions, till at length he is arrested by 
the providence of God, and led to true repen- 
tance. 

Lilian's Talks ivith Mamma . 

Conversations between a mother and child about 
the Sun, Moon, and Stars. Tinted plates. 

Little Ben Hadden. 

By W. H. Kingston. 

Adventures of a young sailor, who starts in life 
with the motto, “Do right, whatever comes of it.” 

Little Serena in a Strange Land. 

Story of the Canadian life of a child who passes 
through many vicissitudes in the “ strange land.” 

Ludovic ; or, the Boy's Victory. 

Displaying the inner life of a large school, by one 
who is thoroughly familiar with their habits of 
thought, their codes of honour, their perplexities, 
and their ambitions. 

May Coverley , the Young Dressmaker. • 

A tale of a young girl who enters on life as a 
dressmaker’s apprentice, with the temptations of 
her situation, and the influence of true piety in 
overpowering them. 
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Nature's Wonders; or 9 God's Care and 
Man's Wants . 

Facts and illustrations of nature’s sounds, na- 
ture’s variety, nature’s stores, nature’s elegance, 
nature’s colours, etc. 

Necessity and Contrivance. 

The barbarism and civilisation, articles of diet 
and means of shelter, clothing, fuel, furniture, 
weapons of war and tools of peace, literature, 
fine arts, etc., of various lands, in different ages 
of the world. 

Queetis May; or 9 Stories for Village 
Girls. 

Each story aims to point out a special danger 
to which such young persons are liable, in regard 
to both worldly and spiritual prosperity. 

The Orphans of Glen Elder. 

Narrating the history of two orphan children, 
who are taken charge of by an aunt, and removed 
by her from a garret to her cottage in Glen Elder. 

The Two Little Bruces. 

Pointing out some of the faults and foibles of 
every-day family life, and how they may be 
avoided. 

Village Science. 

Popular descriptions of the theory of sound, the 
principles of optics, the laws of motion, nature’s 
geometry and chemistry, etc. 

Walks with Mamma. 

In the form of conversations between a mother 
and a child, in their daily rambles, a variety of 
information is given in natural history. 
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BOOKS at ONE SHILLING 
AND SIXPENCE. 



They may be also had, with but few exceptions, in 
extra boards, gilt edges, at TWO SHILLINGS. 
They are generally illustrated with Engravings, 
and printed in small royal or x8mo. 



A Book about Pictures . 

This book describes the process from rude picture 
writing to the hieroglyphics of Egypt and the 
letters of the alphabet, to seals, coins, and medals ; 
and from these topics to a greater variety Of in- 
teresting facts relatiig to pictures. 

Alone in London . 

By the Author of “Jessica’s First Prayer.” 
Story of a poor boy, without friends in London, 
who becomes an inmate of a children’s hospital. 

Bertie's Birthday Present ; or, Patience 
Rewarded r . 

- Illustrating the nature and value of faith and 
patience. 

Willie Smith's Money Box . 

“A well-told story of persevering industry, — - 
a book to inspire little lads in our schools with 
a healthy ambition to rise.” — Record. 
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Child* s Book of Poetry. 

Original and Selected. 

Simple, entertaining, descriptive, and sacred. 

Cicely Brown* s Trials . 

By Mrs. Prosser. 

Showing how she got into them ; how she got 
out of them ; and what they did for her. 

City Cousins. 

Teaching the young disciple how to discharge 
the difficult duty of being ‘‘not of the world,” 
while in the midst of the temptations of the pre- 
sent life. 

Columbus and his Times . 

It faithfully exhibits the skill and perseverance 
of Columbus. 

Down in a Mine ; or , Buried Alive. 

The first part is a narrative of some men who 
were imprisoned for five days by the falling in 
of a portion of the works. The second part is a 
graphic and touching record of the fearful accident 
at the Hartley Colliery. 

English Peasant Girl. 

The volume shows how an English peasant child 
may be useful and happy as a child ; and how 
she may gain confidence and respect when she 
grows up to be a young woman. 

Frank Netherton ; or, The Talisman. 

The course of a lad, whose conduct is regulated 
by Bible principles, is marked out as leading 
to established piety, happiness, and usefulness. 
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Fuel for our Fires. 

A description of coal and its uses, coal-pits and 
their dangers, and eminent colliers. 

Eva and Bertie. 

It details the ordinary incidents of a young family 
— their little misunderstandings and wrong-doings, 
and how they are overcome by Christian kind- 
ness. 

Gilbert Gresham. 

The course of a country lad, who came to London 
to seek his fortune, with his rise to wealth and 
position. 

Golden Mushroom. 

Incidents in the life of an orphan, from child- 
hood to a calm and pious old age, illustrating the 
gracious providence of God. 



Grandmamma Wise ; or , Visits to Rose 
Cottage. 

Its contents are : Grandmamma and the Roses — 
The Lovely Walk — Patty Parsons and the Plum 
Cake — Waste Not — Very Clever Children — How 
to be Useful — Grandmamma’s Last Words, etc. 
Three Coloured Engravings. 

Sermons for Children. 

By the Rev. E. Garbett, a.m. 

Containing much valuable instruction conveyed 
in a serious and interesting manner. 
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Josey the Runaway . 

Pointing out to the young the evils connected With 
forming bad companionships. 



Max Kromer . 

A thrilling story of the siege of Strasbourg, by 
the Author of “Jessica’s First Prayer. ” 



Johnny M‘Kay. 

A story of an Irish boy, whose principles were 
brought to the test, and whose integrity was 
rewarded by the patronage and confidence of 
those who knew him. 

Kardooy the Hindoo Orphan . 

Illustrating the domestic and social life of the 
Hindoos, especially depicting the sorrows of 
native females. 

Louis Michaud. 

Illustrating the effect of religious principle, 
springing from evangelical motives, in the case 
of a French orphan boy, who was the means 
-of bringing others from the errors of Romanism. 

Life's Morning . 

Its chief aim is to encourage youthM Christians 
in their Christian life and warfare. 

Lilian . 

The story relates to the clays of persecution in 
the reign of Queen Mary. The scenes of suffering 
presented are founded on fact 
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Little George's First Journey . 

What he said and saw by the way, his letters to 
his mother, his visit to the grandfather’s house*, 
the lessons he was there taught, and his return 
home. 

Little Redcap. 

Narrating the adventures of an adopted boy, his 
honesty, industry, and perseverance. 

Little Sea Bird . 

The “little sea*bird” is the name given to a 
child saved from a wreck, and who, aflet strange 
adventures, is restored to her parents. 

L ittle Meg's Children . 

By the Author of “Jessica’s First Prayer.” 
The interest of the story lies in the determined 
struggles of a poor girl to keep a dying mother’s 
chaige, and to be faithful to her young brother 
and sister. 

Look up; or, Girls and Flowers. 

• Pleasing stories, conveying important lessons con- 
nected with flowers. 

Lyntonville ; or, the Irish Boy in Canada . 

The toils, temptations, and adventures of emi- 
grants, with the results of patient labour, are 
exhibited in the framework of a tale which will 
supply some valuable lessons to the young reader. 

My Poetry Book . 

Poetical pieces, lively, descriptive, instructive, 
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and religious, well suited for the youngest readers, 
and for committing to memory. Coloured En- 
gravings. 



Patty Bailey ; or, Who knows Best ? 

Pointing out the dangers and temptations of 
young persons in service, particularly those that 
arise from self-will, the love of dress, bad com- 
panions, and the habit of prying. 



Quality Foggs Old Ledger. 

By Mrs. Prosser. 

Inculcating the duties of truthfulness, honesty, 
and industry. 

Stories of School-boys . 

2 vols. First and Second Series. 

The lights and shadows of school-boy life : on the 
one hand, envy, covetousness, extravagance, and 
moral cowardice, are portrayed; so, on the 
brighter side, will be found magnanimity and 
foigiveness, moral courage, and sincere piety. 



Stories for Village Lads . 

Rural life and village characters are described in a 
graphic manner ; and morals are drawn which 
are suited to the classes for whom the work is 
designed. 

The Wood Carvers. 

An account of the way in which a fretful, envious, 
and impatient boy became meek, loving, and 
resigned to the will of God. 
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Three Months Under the Snow . 

The record of the hopes, fears, resources, and 
contrivances of a shepherd of the Jura Mountains 
and his grandson, whose hut was covered by a 
succession of snowstorms from November to the 
spring of the succeeding year. 

Tom Tracy of Brier Hill. 

The story of a truthful and honest boy, but of 
high and passionate spirit, who labours to correct 
his faults by the formation, under good teaching, 
of Christian principles. 

Trades Described. 

It describes the processes of the builder, brick- 
maker, carpenter, shoemaker, tailor, cabinet- 
maker, hatter, paper-maker, printer, type- 
founder, ropemaker, watchmaker, etc., etc. 

While they are With Us. 

Illustrating right and kindly conduct, from 
Christian motives, in some difficult circumstances 
of life, 



OLD HUMPHREY’S 
WORKS. 

Few writers of works of home life, or for the young, 
have obtained a wider popularity, or have exercised 
a more useful and wholesome influence than Old 
Humphrey. He wrote for nearly all classes of per- 
sons, under different assumed names, but chiefly the 
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one now mentioned. His papers are varied in subject 
and style, being descriptive and didactic, light-hearted 
and grave, in prose and in verse. Some of his pieces 
are marked by much tenderness of feeling or a racy 
quaintness, others by energy, and all by practical 
wisdom. They are designed to promote the interests 
of peace, temperance, numanity, the cultivation of 
the minor morals of life, and of evangelical piety. In 
sentiment, spirit, and aim they are highly Christian. 

Small royal, u. 6d. boards ; 2s. extra 
boards. 

Old Humphrey’s Addresses. 

,, Observations. 

,, Thoughts for the Thoughtful. 

,, Country Strolls. 

,, Pithy Papers. 

,, Half-Hours. 

,, Friendly Appeals. 

,, Calls of Usefulness. 

,, Country Pictures. 

,, Learning to Think. 

,, Learning to Feel. 

,, Learning to Act. 

,, Learning to Converse. 

Small royal is. boards. 

Old Humphrey’s Present in Prose. 

,, Pleasant Tales. 

,, Tales in Rhyme, for Girls. 

,, Tales in Rhyme, for Boys. 

,, Tales for Young Thinkers. 

, , Lessons worth Learning, Boys. 

, , Lessons worth Learning, Girls. 

,, Country Tales for the Young. 

„ Budget for Little Girls. 
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Old Humphrey’s Aunt Upton. 

,, Alan Grey. 

,, Footprints of Popery. 

,, Play Hours. 

,, Chapters for Children. 

1 6 mo. 2s. 6d. boards. 

Old Humphrey’s Loiterings among the Lakes of 
Westmoreland and Cumberland. 

1 6 mo. 3 s. 6d. boards . 

Old Humphrey — The Old Sea Captain. 



Memoir of Old Humphrey ; with Glean- 
ings from his Portfolio , in Prose and 
Verse \ 

Portrait, is. 6d. boards; 2s. extra boards, 
gilt edges ; 2s. 6d. half-bd. ; 5s. morocco. 



Steps to the Thro7te of Grace. 

Prayers and Hymns for the Young. By Mrs. 
Bickersteth-Cqok. In large type. 
Square i6mo. 2s. cloth boards. 

Steps to the Throne of Grace. 

Prayers and Hymns for Little Children. By 
Mrs. Bickersteth-Cook. In large type. 
Square i6mo. is, 6d, cloth boards. 
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NEW STORY BOOKS. 

HINBPBHCB BACH, 

Neatly Printed and Bound, and Illustrated with 
Coloured Frontispieces. 

A Flower front a London Court ; and 
other Stories . 

The principal tale is a touching narrative of 
children in a ragged school, showing the in- 
fluence of the love of Christ in the hearts of the 
youngest and lowliest. 

Little Gretchen the Peacemaker. 

Describing the happy results in a family through 
the peace-loving spirit of a young daughter. 

Nobody's Own. 

The story of an outcast boy, who is brought, 
through the Christian teaching of a poor woman, 
to the knowledge of the Saviour. 

Susie Bell. 

Showing the power, in a family group, of a quiet, 
self-denying, and loving temper. 

The Little Acrobat. 

A narrative of a German boy, who is in the 
service of a troupe of travelling gymnasts, his 
adventures, hardships, and subsequent deliverance 
from an evil course of life. 

Uncle John's Farm . 

An account of a visit of two London children to 
a country farm, with what they saw there; 
alike interesting and instructive. 
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